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father gave no sign that he remember-
ed the man she sank back in the seat
relieved.

"Where are you bound?" asked Ken-
neth Dolland.

"To Crawley's mines," answered
Haskins.

"Crawley's mines?" with surprise.
"You're thirty miles out of your way."

"As bad as that?", said the old man,
sighing despondently. "You were
right, June. We're on the wrong trail."

As Haskins turned to his daughter
with the helplessness of old age in
trouble the horseman caught a full
view of the girl's face. Their eyes
met With a quick start he cried:

"You here!"
Instantly June's eyes enjoined him

to silence. With an effort Kenneth
Dolland controlled his desire to speak
to the woman he loved, the one that
he had wandered hundreds of miles
from the old home to forget

"What did you say?" inquired the
old man, looking curiously at the horse-
man.

"That it's fortunate I found you," re-
turned Dolland, shooting an under-
standing look from his eyes straight at
the girL

"Yes," agreed Haskins, "we'd be
mighty grateful for some help just
now. You see," he went on, waxing
confidential under the stranger's evi-

dent sympathetic interest "when I
came west from Missouri I got a little
orchard in the hills near the Sierra
Madre mountain Everything was
promising, fruit fine, but the mountain
fires swept down on us. burning us out
of house and home. I know Crawley,
and if I can reach his mines he'll give
me work."

"Maybe you wouldn't object to help-
ing mo," said the young man. "I have
a good little mine In Blue Hills,
about five miles from here. I am at
present alone except my cook. Ching
Lee. I have tents and plenty of food
and water. If you're willing I'll hitch
my horse alongside that pugnacious
fellow," indicating Pecksniff, who was
showing some hostile demonstrations
toward the strange horse, "and drive
you over there. You will be my
Thanksgiving guests," he added, with
a smile, "and if you don't like Blue
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trail, father?" asked June Has-kin- 3,

peering anxiously out of
me coverea wagon across

miles of tawny desert, relieved only
by straggling clumps of dwarfed eage-brus-h

and cactus.
"The stranger we passed at the last

water ho'le directed us this way," an-
swered an old man as he thrust a
white head and a weather beaten face
forward to take a fresh survey of their
surroundings. "There were so many
trails there I might have made a mis-
take. This isn't a very well marked
one, but we'd best follow it I don't
want to turn back," fretfully.

The wagon was old, and the wheels
creaked dismally as the ill matched

"WE CAM TECST IN GOD TO IIETiP US,"
SAID THE GITlIi.

team, a jaded, raw boned horse and a
plucky little mule, pulled it along over
an almost obliterated trail.

"Poor old Hob!" said the girl pity-
ingly, looking at the horse as he pant-
ed and floundered along in the sand,
trying to do his share. "I don't be-

lieve he will last to the next water
hole if we are on the right trail."

"He does seem nearly done for," re-

turned her father. "The trip's been
too hard for him, but I did think he'd
stand it with Pecksniff to get us to the
mines."

A mile farther on they were obliged
to stop. Old Bob had given out June
jumped from the wagon and undid
the harness, leading the horse to tho
back of the wagon. She was just
bringing him a basin of water from
the meager supply in the little keg,
which had been fllled at the last wa-

tering place, when, with a groan, old
Dob sank to the ground. In a few
moments be was dead.

The girl could not keep back the
tears as she gazed upon the stiffened
limbs of Old Bob.

"Well, well!" exclaimed her father,
a quaver in his voice. "Old Bob's a

goner." Then he turned away, rubbing
his hardened hands in nervous bewi-
lderment "This is a cheerful situation
for us, June, and Thanksgiving day at
that! Here we are with only Pecksniff
left alone out here in the desert forty
miles from nowhere and scarcely
enough food in the wagon to feed a

jack rabbit. I've brought you to this.
I've alwaj's been a crazy old fool."

"No, no, father," said June, recover-

ing herself to cheer the disheartened
old man. "We both thought it was
best to go to the mines, where you are
sure to get work. Never mind. We'll
rest an hour or two; then we'll take
Pecksniff and go on to the mines on

foot. You can ride and I'll walk."
"We can't ride Pecksniff," returned

the oli man as the girl led him back
to the wagon. "lie bucks like the
dickens. No, June," in a despairing
tone; "we never can reach the mines
without help. I tell you we are in a

worse fix than you think."
"We can trust in God to help us, f

said the girl as she assisted her father
back into the wagon.

Although late in November, the sun
in tho cloudless sky shone down upon
the arid sand of the desert with great
force. Blue Uills off to the south loom-

ed vaguely in the hazy distance, and a

broad mirage bordered the horizon.

Presently out of the quivering heat
waves a horseman rode toward the
stranded wagon.

"Hello!" he called, reining in ms

horse a few feet in front of the wagon
"You've met with bad luck, I see."

scanning the carcass of old Bob.

At the sound of the horseman's voice

June Haskins' face went white, then

red by turns. Her heart began such n

wild beating she could scarcely keep
n out In snite of the sis

i

years since she had last seen Kenneth

Dolland, in spite or cue ueuru uu wc
costume which had changed his ap
pearanco so vastly, she recognized the

She quickly drew backman at once.
within the shadow of the wagon cover

to escape his recognition.
"Yes, bad luck." Haskins replied in

a hopeless tone. As he spoke June
glanced quickly at her father's fare,
rrr ii iia rpeooTiize the horseman?

.YVUUiu " .

She was In a nervous dread lest he

should. Their situation was deplora- -

ble enough without having to undergo
the renewal of the old family quarrel
out there on the desert". But as her
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rn WOMAN who has an almost old
fashioned faith in Providence

Jtlk. keeps what she calls her
"thank ottering box." Into

this goes through the year, from one
Thanksgiving to the middle of the fol-

lowing November, a sum of money for
every accident escaped, calamity avert-
ed or special joy.

Theso offerings are not confined to
her own escapes, but each time some
member of her family bobs up from
some threatened woe into the box goes
the money offering of thanks. ;

Not the same amount is given each
time, and rarely large sums, for the,
woman is not rich. !jut a nic e little sum
is realized.

This is devoted to giving some one a

happy Thanksgiving day. It does not
always go into the regular channels.
As the woman says, the poor and hos-

pitals are usually well cared for in

holiday seasons.
Sometimes a homesick girl in a

strange city is given car fare home for
the Thanksgiving gathering she would
otherwise miss. Once a music lover
was given a season ticket to the sym-

phony concerts. Again a doctor's bill
that had worried a young stenogra-

pher who had her mother to support
was quietly paid.

In Kneakiner of her pretty custom the
owner of the thank offering box said.
"Never have I known what thankful-
ness really meant until I started my
bos and saw the joy my thankfulness
brings to others."

Such a box. besides cultivating one's
bump of gratitude and making others
equally grateful." cannot but afford
great pleasure and Interest in the
spending. It is a gracious thought one

more woman could profitably put into

practice.

Thanksgiving In the Conntry
By JOE CONE.

on the turkey, mother, an' the
BRING one an" all.

'em high upon the table for the
big an' fur the small.

It Is time to set the dinner. It is time to
set us down.

An' my appertite, 1 reckon. Is the biggest
thins in town.

Bring on the sass an' dressin". Don't leave
anvthlnjr behind.

Cux today we want to sample, mother,
each an' ev'ry kind

So don't furgit the puJdin'. an' please
don't fursit the pie

Today's Thanksgivin . mother, an' we're J

goin' to travel nig".

Ain't thet turkey jest lay? Ain't he
Juicy, plump an' a?

Don't he make you hun::..v mother? Ain't
he lit fur any crown?

See! His flossy tkin iJ iust!ir. an' the
Etuffln's runnin' out.

Oh, I ten you. mother, children, this is
heaven. Jest about!

Draw your chairs around the table; loos-
en buttons where you kin;

Tou don't want your highest collars ln- -

terferin" with your chin.
Now I'm goin" to.carve the turkey. Pass

your plates, you youngsters five.

good to be alive? !

Tboufht he saw me wif de ax an' perked
an say,

"Dat looks mighty bad."

Way he flew, an' me out into de
Fas' ez I could go;

Tohkey lookin' back an' langhin C H

could),
Man, yo's awful slow."

Tohkey got away, an' whain I waken In de
Haht whz Jes' like lead;

er again. But I defy you. Come.
June!" And. jerking her rudely from
Kenneth's side, he drew her toward
the trail.

"Where are you going?" asked Dol-

land.
"Back on the desert." retorted Has-

kins. "We'll starve out there before 4

I'll accept favors from you."
The old man was shaking with min

gled fatigue and anger, but slowly
dragging June, white and speechless,
toward the desert. Kenneth followed
them.

"You have no right to drag June into
suffering if you will go yourself," Dol-

land said in firm tones. "Listen here!
I have a good claim, and I can take
good care of you and June. Where's
the sense of nursing that old feud? I

never harmed yon. and I'll be a sori to
you if you'll let me. I've found June
after you've kept her hidden from me
all these years, and I Intend to keep
her now, with or without yon, just as

you choose."
June was clinging to her father, sob-

bing. Haskins gave a long look across
the desert: then hia eyes rested ten-

derly upon the girl's bowed head.
After a pause be looked back at the
stalwart young man determinedly fol-

lowing them. Suddenly the anger left
Ms face, and he moved toward Ken-

neth.
"I've been an old fool. Ken," he said,

"but I won't stand between you and
June any longer. It isn't any use to
flght love and Providence."

: m--!
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Vegetable decorations are the feature
of many Thanksgiving parties, espe-

cially In the country. The turkey is

decorated with strings of cranberries,
tiny sausages apd small yellow onions
A large flat., round basket filled with

yellow toned vegetables serves as a

centerpiece.
The appetizer consists of anchovies

curled In a ring of carrot resting on a
small lettuce leaf. . With the vegetable
salad small carrots molded of soft
yellow cheese are served with a fsprig
of parsley In the end. The dessert is a

garden basket maue of spun sugar
filled with ice cream vegetables with
their natural lr and markings.

Thanksgiving Day In Japan.
The Japanese Thanksgiving, which

Is called the Kan-nam- e Matsuri. 'or
"Festival or Divine iumius.
Immediately after the rice crop Is

gathered. The streets blossom with
lanterns and flags, and the first rice of

the garnered is solemnly offered
to the gods by the emperor in the pal-

ace chapel and by the priests at every
Shinto shrine. After the ceremonies
are concluded there is feasting.

How tho Hollander Celebrates.
The Dutch used to celebrate their

Thanksgiving y eating assort f

Spanish hodgepodge of stewea me.u

and vegetables in commemoration l

their deliverance from Spain. In re

however, the custom hascent years,
been on the wane.

" "

b rast
"WHAT DOES THIS MEAN?" HE DEMANDED

EAKSHIV.

Hills after you've rested a day or two
we'll see about your getting over to
the Crawley mines."

Years ago the'IIaskinses and theDol-land- s

had lived on adjoining farms in
Missouri. In spite of a bitter quarrel
that existed between the heads of the
family, Kenneth and June loved each
other. When Haskins had discovered
the attachment he had angrily dismiss-

ed the young man. sold out and left
the country. Unable to trace the
movements of Haskins and Anally

despairing of ever finding June, Ken-

neth had buried himself in prospect-

ing for gold in the far west
After weary days of wandering over

dusty, half obliterated trails, where
the bleached skeletons of ill fated ani-

mals hinted many a terrible tale of

iuffering. the tired old man and his

faithful daughter found Blue Hills an

Ideal retreat
Obeying the directions of Ms em-

ployer. Ching Lee was soon busy In

the shed kitchen preparing dinner for
the guests.

"We'll eat our Thanksgiving meal

together under the trees," announced

Kenneth, his eyes flashing with joy
as he watched June's deft fingers ar-

ranging a tablecloth of paper napkins.
Certain details of the feast the girl had
Insisted on taking out of Ching Lee's

hands.
Looking up from her self appointed

tor1 Kenneth's gazeian, iuiic cuuvu -
-y-earning, appealing. They were
alone, sheltered by the tree. Her fa-

ther was behind the big tent Inspect-

ing Lee saw onlyan ore dump. Ching
his appetizing roast, which be was

basting. As Kenneth opened his arms
she did not resist hirn.

"My June! At last I find your was

the cry of the man's pentup heart
Just as their lips met the old mans

voice demanded harshly:
"What does this mean?" He stood

before the trapped lovers, his face full
Kenneth had removed Ms

of anger.
hat, and as he faced Haskins the lat-

ter went on: "So you are Ken DolUind,
You decoyedeh? I know you now.

me here just to get June in yonrpdw--
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may rave. If you will, ubout tur-
keyYOU and ilrosfiln;;,

Vou may worship it still as an edible
Licssin&.

But for mo mashed potatoes, all creamy
and wavy,

A cut of roast beef and a lot of brown
gravy.

Give mc beef, 1 rrpent, and my Thanks- -
glvinti's merry.

And. with never a taunt from the saucy
cranberry,

( will cat with a relish to cause admira-
tion.

Never thinking at all of the "bird of the
nation."

:ir ,. j. yeas-"- ; "ZZLWisr,

I Euppose many people will say it Is trea-
son

To renounce the great fowl of the holiday
season.

But tho Juicy roast beef, 1 would hare
you remember.

Is as good in July as it 13 In November.

It's an all the time friend, und the ones
who Etick to it

Will never have cause to regret or to
ruo it,

Whilo the wisdom of feasting on turkey I
question.

Since It often is known to produce indi-

gestion.
So I'll pass the proud turkey with all my

good wishes
And will choose for myself such delecta-

ble dishes
As the good old rel'.nble bean of the navy.
A cut of roast betf and a lot of brown

gravy.

Grantirr..;':. Old Tricr.r..
An old lady laughed immoderately

at story tM at a dMuicr in Chicago.
The story teller "looked at her Inquir-

ingly.
"Oh." she rasped, "it's a great favor-

ite of mine. The lirst time' I heard It l
laughed so hard I almost kicked tho
footboard off my crib!"-Saturd- ay

livening Post.

Her Strong Hint.
"Miss --Piakie. how do yon like my

new hat':"
"I like it ever so much better. Mr.

Smyklns. when yon are holding It In

your band " -- Chieat'o Tribune

Gravest

P to tr.e iunhfet bid-- ! f

f ..tnef.,i!,.vi..- -

described real es- - j

- iyi- n- ar,.l being in Halifax ;

' '-
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ss". tract ,f Ihii.inf which D. Ed- -
fen seizvd and possessed!
'ndrch he lived at the tirr.ei

known as the "Dan
I- - sopors Farm.'' on Ihol

Jbythf-ianri- belonging to the!
5te 2. D. Grsy, deceased, on i

.Vtin street of the townfl N-- ck and the lands for-- 1
F 7- k!!'ingipjj to Kendred Alls-- !

vi oth-.ii- , ;,n the south by j

f1' to ftnc..ne--th- , the lands of
1 Rattle j. Laltte and other?.!

lyatnewtsi. bv Deep Creek, con-- !
' ?c? acrcj, more or less.
'fins of sal;: One-ha- lf cash, the!
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tsewir. ..; of October, 1913
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Stock in The South.
Norfolk call on us. You can see what

are buying and get it quickly.
Guaranteed on Orders by Mail.

the freight and guarantee delivery.
canvassers, agents or branclres any-

where no commissions must be adoed to our
This means a saving to you ci from 15

cent on your purchase.

CCUPER MARBLE WORKS,
(Established 65 Years.)

Bank Street. Nofolk, Virginia.
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Metal Shingles
The roofing that lasts as long as

tb- - Luildina and never needs

''. 1 az-l-r rtirl or rot
iney worn uum, - ,

j .l: 1 Kave thev thewooa siuugico. " . .
or trlttleness of stone slate ,

look better than either.
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